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Sketch. 


FROM MY CABIN IN THE MOUNTAINS. 


- 1 








i mn 


Mr. Nonpescript: The breaking up of the Winter closes the 
season for hunting. So a few daysago, I threw my pack-saddle on 
poney, and loading my venison hams uponit, I took the path across 
the hills which leads from this to the National Turnpike to sell it. 
The sun was just gilding the summits of the highest peaks of the 
Alleghany, and darkness and vapour were settling along the piney 
vallies which wind their crooked and broken courses along their 

ye bases, when, following the windings of my path, I emerged from { 
the bosom of one of these vallies, and bearing now to the right, 

and now to the left, mounted upon the back of a ridge along which 

my path laid direct to the turnpike. As I rose farther from the 4%, 

valley, 1 left too behind me, the artificial and premature darkness 

( which abode in it. For in these vallies, and beneath these pines, 
| the sun never darts a ray, except at high noon in mid-summer, 
he pours a casual gleam down through a chasm where the whirl- 

wind has uprooted the frail trunk of an evergrown and superanou- 

ated pine. ‘The solitude of these places is never disturbed, ex- 

cept when at the first watch of the nights, the scattered clans of 

wolves, calling and responding from the summits of neighbour- 

ing hills, summon each other forth to their prey, or by the oft 
reverberated peal of the hunter’s rifle while he pursues his game. 
Sometimes indeed when the spring has unlosed the frost, and its 

floods have passed away, a solitary fisherman, with a birchen rod 

and line of plaited horse hair, wades down the channel of the 

cool and limpid stream, or where its waters tumble from the 

rocks, or whirl in eddies around them, draws forth the speckled 

trout. Here isa solitude, the deep intensity of which no one 

who has not realized it can imagine. ‘There is a solitude, how- 
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ever, which to the inhabitant of these mountains is ten times more 
dreary,—-the solitude of the city,—the solitude in the crowd. I 
can never forget the cheerless, the absolute, the chilling gloom, 
which beset me, when a stranger, in one of your neighbouring 
cities | stood, while the busy crowd swept by me without the 
homage of a nod, or the glance of the eye. I did not intend it, 
but | have wandered from my path. 

When I had gained the summit of the hill, 1 was within sight of 
the turnpike. Here was a transition sudden and great indeed. 
Ten steps further back and nothing but nature in her roughest and 
wildest garb was to be seen. ‘The feelings were in unison with the 
scene,—the thoughts could dwell on nothing else. In a moment 
the sullen rumbling of the heavy burthened road wagon, the song 
of the driver,—the shrill cracking of his whip.—the rattling of 
the stage coach,—of the wagons and carts of the emigrants who 
are hieing away to the cornfields of the west, with that of 
other of the light and airy vehicles which refinement has invented 
fr the convenience of travelling, rushed on the senses like transi- 
tion of mind from dreams to reality. Far as the eye could 
reach, the road was visible like a bright line stretching over the 
hills, and skirted. with little spots of cultivated land and farm 
houses, and still as they reached their dark brown summits, as- 
sumed a deeper hue, until they seemed to mingle with the sky. 
These improvements are almost literally the works of aday. Ten 
years ago and the sites of this road,—of these farms,—and of 
these houses, were rude and uncultivated as the thousand hills 
which surrounded them. Ten years ago, and the old road across 
these Mountains, which was as crooked as the track of the 
children of Israel to the land of promise, and which is now su- 
perseded and forsaken, was never trod, except by the unwilling 
foot of necessity.—After a whole day’s. toil, with half a load 
through a mire in which his horses often foundered and perished, 
the wagoner saw at the close of day on the next hill behind him, 
the hovel in whieh he had taken shelter the night before. Those 
who travelled for pleasure never ventured here. Those who for- 
sook their friends in the east for a home in the west, pressed their 
hands with a convulsive grasp, which betokened a belief that these 
hills were never to be recrossed. Carriages for, for the mere pur- 
pose of pleasure, or for the conveyance of travellers, were ten years 
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ago unknown in this country. I can well remember with what un- 
dissembled astonishment the first carriage that made its appearance 
in the country, was viewed. The doors and windows of every 
house in our county town was crowded to behold the vision as it 
passed along. ) 

We have heard of improvements in the facility of transporta- 
tion, bringing countries, for the purposes of trade and commerce, 
within less than half the real distances. Those of us who have 
never been from home, perceive and feel that we have approached 
a country very different from our own. The interior of our hous- 
es—the manners of our people—the style of cooking, of farming, 
the whole art of living—all, all have changed, and are changing. 

In recurring to these alterations and improvements, it is not pos- 
sible to forget the man, to whose talents, to whose energy, and to 
whose influence in the councils of the nation, we are so much in- 
debted for them. The children on these hills have heard his 
hame mentioned so often, and with such respect, that they never 
lisp it without reverence At the commencement of the contest 
of the Presidency, their fathers too were with him, but this coun- 
try is the tail of the commonwealth, and when the head of it, which 
lies far to East, had taken its direction, we followed the beast in 
the blindness of its follies to the consummation of our fate. 

The night had just closed in when arriving at the turnpike I 
entered the hotel of He was so good as to purchase my 
venison. We were closing the formalities of the bargain over a 
glass of good old Monongahela, when a rap at the door notified the 
arrival of a guest. He was admitted, and welcomed with a smile 
which evinces the consciousness of a favour conferred and appre- 
ciated. His horse was committed to the groom,—supper was pre- 
pared and despatched ; the traveller drawing an easy chair beside 
the best parlour fire, thrust his hand into his coat pocket, and drew 
out a pamphlet with a light red covering. And lighting a segar he 
commenced reading and smoking at the same time. At first his 
eye ran slowly along the lines from one side of the page to the 
other. The puffs of smoke rose gently from his mouth towards 
the ceiling. Again his eye moving more quickly, seemed to catch 
a little animation, and then the fumes rose denser and more ftre- 
quent. ‘Then again his eye became calm, and raising his face up- 
wards from the book, spun out the smoke into a long and continued 





rae ve 
w ~~ * 
*. . * *¥ 
= Co . > 
, “-.» 


vee . a 3 . rn > tale - ~ ~ 
or ge Ngee ? 
“ > ~~ ¥ 








tim ~~ 


eo Rg, 


ae ee 


oll Gommiyes 
eh. i, anal es 
eens 


<2n er gamer 


oe 


g 


th. 
hE 


a ee 








— 


pos pr oslo gaan wig t ae WP, X 
call POM Dg eh 1% roo" 





























¢ 


52 SKETCH. 





~ i 





stream. Finally, just when his segar was consumed to the stump, 
he had turned over the last leaf of his book. He threw the stump 
into the fire, laid the book on the table beside him, pushed the can- 
dle from him, dropped bis eyes for a moment on the hearth at his 
feet, then raising them gently, turned them towards the opposite 
side of the fire place where I had quietly taken my station, sur- 
veyed me from head to foot with a knowing kind of look, ‘* you 
reside,”’ said he, ‘‘ in these parts ?”” My buckskin pantaloons, mock- 
asins and hunting shirt, 1 suppose betrayed me.—* I live,”’ said I, 
‘‘in the neighbourhood—only twelve miles off.” 

‘“* Aye, in Virginia, you are a Crawfordite ?”’ I answered in the 
negative. ‘* Beg pardon, | had forgot,’’ said he, ‘‘ that I have cross- 
ed the line into Pennsylvania. You are a Jacksonite?”’ “Iam a 
hunter,” said I. ‘* Your neighbours at least are the friends of the 
General ?”’ ‘*‘ They are not generally his enemies, but we have 
heard that he has been baulked and thrown off the track, by the 
more experienced and better trained, and we have not heard that 
his successful competitor is unworthy our confidence.” 

‘You are administration men, Adamsttes, Clayites?’’ “‘ We be- 
lieve that there are no grounds for censure.” 

‘¢ Then you do not believe, any more than I do, the cock anda 
bull story about the purchase and sail of office ?”’ “No more,” re- 
plied I, ‘‘ than we do the story of ayoung hunter, who assures us that 
he only failed to bring down a very fine buck, by his gun missing 
fire, or his bullet having been thrown aside by striking a twig.”’ 

‘¢ As principles in politics are governed in these times, by de- 
grees of latitude and longitude ; as plants may flourish in the 
South, and wither in the West, and die in the North, the people 
of the West,” said he, ‘‘ of whom I confess I am one, I mean those 
who expect no immediate personal advantage from particular men, 
can have no specific cause of complaint. The census of 1820 was 
anew era in the power of the West. Previous to that time our 
skill in politics was thought sufficient only to the task of patch- 
ing and directing a certain number of mail bags. The operations 
of the late law fixing the ratio of representation, gave a new and 
powerful impulse to our principles. The number of our repre- 


sentatives in the legislative is about equivalent to a Secretary of 
Stateship in the executive branch of the government. In each 
we are equitably represented. Those who impute improper con- 
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duct to Mr. Clay only mistake the efiect for the cause—the sub- 
ject for the agent. Having power that we should employ it, is 
natural. That it should be concentrated on one individual, was 
necessary to its being employed, or exerted atall. That it should 
have been concentrated on him who stood pre-eminently above us 
all for talents, and who was and is first in our affections, required 
no exertion of intellect to direct, and was an ingenuous indulgence 
of the best and purest emotions of the human heart. ‘That the 
shaft should have fallen on Mr. Clay is very natural.” 

I remarked, “that we understood the principle of this, even 
among these hills. The finest deer is always at the head of the 
herd. The hunter’s aim is first at him. if that be successful, 
and the leader be brought to the ground, the survivers stand 
gazing in stupid amazement until the fire may be repeated, when 
they flee in confusion and disorder. 

The barring of doors now warned us that it was the hour for 
rest. The traveller gave me the pamphlet, which I found to be 
your , and retired to bed. I wrapped myself in my blan- 
ket, and laid down for the night before the fire. The next morn- 
ing I returned to my cabin, where | am now writing this, which I 
hope you will put into your pamphlet, that [ may see my name in 
print. If you willsend me acopy, my oldest son Nimrod, whom 
an accident has been the means of qualifying for that purpose, shall 
read to me on rainy days. Til tell you how Nim got hurt, and 
then sign my name and be done. ‘The poor lad had one day taken 
out my dogs and treed a bear, it had got to the end of one of the 
branches of the tree. So Nim went up till be arrived at the 
branch, and then getting astride it, took his tomahawk and cut it 
loose from the main body of the tree, and so fell with the bear and 
the branch to the ground. The dogs, in their eagerness to seize 
their prey, did not perceive that, instead of the bear, they were 
worrying my boy, until they had mangled him most wretchedly. 
rom that day he has been a cripple. 





NIMROD JUNKINS, Senn. 
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THE BACK-WOODSMAN IN WASHINGTON. 








Che Back-woodsman in Washington 





Hey what do Philosophers Eat dainties? 
** Do you think,” replied Descartes, ** that God made good things 
enly for fools?” Cooxk’s ORACLE. 


God help such dainties! MYsxLF. 


(CONTINUED FROM PAGE 46. ) 


Mr. Nonprescrirr: Some writer who pretends to great know- 
ledge in matters of table etiquette, tells us that drinking of healths 
has grown out of fashion, and is deemed impolite in company ; he 
calls the practice ridiculous, and admonishes his readers to abstain 
from it as a silly custom. What a dunce he must be, surely he was 
never at a fashionable dinner in the city ; he is undoubtedly some 
silly fellow who has seen but little of the .world; calls himself 
Chester Field ; some old broad brim perhaps! What, oot drink 
healths? Why, Mr. Nondescript, it’s all the go; it’s considered in 
fact a breach of good manners, not to change a glass with at least 
two-thirds of the party. A few days ago friend Chester’s book was 
orthodox with me; I am however done with it, since ? have dis- 
covered the gross ignorance of its author. On the subject of fash- 
ions and customs, I too, you must know, begin to have ‘** some 
shallow spirit of judgment,”’ and am therefore free to declare, 
friend Chester, in error. ‘Shall I have the pleasure of a glass 
of wine with you Mr. Ouisconsin?” inquired a gentleman at 
the far end of the table. I was not up to the thing at first— 
did not keep my eyes roving about the table, or my ears pricked, 
in search of compliments of this kind, and so happened not to be 
sensible of the request,—the fact is, that my frequent mishap, 
during the early part of the dinner, and the apprehension (for my 
appetite was as keen as ever) that the courses of substantials had 
‘* gone the way of all flesh,” had led me immediately after the 
misadventure of the fish, to seize and lay under contribution a 
portion of a meat pye, upon which | was bestowing my best efforts, 
when the invitation was given. A hunch in the ribs by my next 
neighbour, (I will not positively say that this is a very fashionable © 
custom.) commanded my attention. I had that moment taken what 
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I supposed to be a lump of cooked dough, ycleped in Dutch par- 
lance a knep—I was mistaken, it was actually a small bird. What 
was I to do, I bad raised my eyes, the request was repeated, and 
my glass was filled ; | gave the proper nod, and made an attempt 
to swallow the wine and bird (it was not much bigger than your 
thumb, a Tom tit I suppose) at one operation—Tommy stuck in 
my throat for a moment, to my pain to be sure, but at the same 
time to the evident amusement of the servants;—a powerful effort— 
a motion or two like a choked chicken—cleared the way, and all 
was safe. But curse the accident, say I, it never occurs to me 
without producing mortification and shame. Oh! how I wished 
myself at home, enjoying in solitude a roasted rackoon, or a possom 
pye—it is all over, however, and ought not to be thought of; it is 
one of those mishaps very discouraging to a person seeking the 
** bubble fashion.” 

I had just got sufficiently through this difficulty, and obtained 
confidence enough to raise my eyes from the plate, when I was 
again solicited to grant the favour, to a gentleman opposite, of a 
glass of wine. I was by no means certain that it was not a quiz— 


but no matter, the thing had to be done, and like many other 
matters, 


** When "tis done’’—tis best 
‘© ?T were done quickly.” 


I had been trying to get along with, and, in my confusion after 
the choking affair, was eating, without knowing what I was about, 
a tess which had been exchanged by one of the servants in my 
moment of abstraction, for the meat pie. He called it by some 
outlandish name, a Harricot, a Haggis, or I don’t know what :~ 
it contained some articles having a resemblance to potatoes, they 
delighted my eyes, but turned out to my sorrow horrible cheats. 
Potatoes indeed !! God help me, they were more like Indian tur- 
nips! The one l ate, (I did not attempt a second,) was nearer in 
character to a mess,—*‘ a villainous compound’’— of red peppers, 
hot embers, and assefoedita, my mother used to put into an egg 
shell. and cram down our old dog’s throat, to cure him from de- 
stroying the hens’ nests. I wish 1 knew the name of these coun- 
terfeits—they were evidently intended to represent Paddy’s escu- 
tent ; served up too—I was going te say, but it would be sacri- 
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lege—in blessed mouths full. You have heard the anecdote of the 
Irishman who was found crying overa dish of well boiled potatoes. 
He was asked what ailed him? “1 was just thinking,”’ said he in a 
whimpering tone, “ what we poor Irish would do, if we had’nt 
paraties; if it should plase the Almachty to take them from us, 
we would all starve and go to the divil—upon my soul, sir, and 
it’s a great invintion.’’ ** Pooh, pooh,” said the inquirer, * if he 
took your potatoes, he could invent something would suit you just 
as well.”’ ** Do you think so ?”’ said Paddy with a somewhat com- 
forted tone, ‘‘ may bese he could, but by the holy poker ’twould 
puzzle him.” In the case of the counterfeits, Mr. Nondescript, 
it would have puzzled Old Nick himself to have imitated them, to 
have made amore pipperly, pepperish, pungent, prickly article. 
I soon found out how it was going to be with me : I had scarcely put 
the villainous thing into my mouth, until an intolerable sense of heat 
ensued. I had to swallow it, it was a bitter pill, but down it must 
go. If I had been out of doors I would have kicked—I would 
verily have Did you ever eat an Indian 
turnip-or ared pepper? Ever swallow a prickly pear ora chesnut 
bur?: Ever ‘taste a green persimon or achoke-berry? I wish it 
had been either rather than the thing | ate: I would as soon un- 
dertake to eat a cubic foot of pudding made up of quick lime and 
ten penny nails, as to try it again; but “’tts done—the agony is 


















but no matter. 












ever,” though the recollection remains. 

It was just as I had taken the , (U wish I had a name for it, 
I don’t mean your book Mr. N.) I say, just as I had taken the 
heater, when the second invitation came upon me. I accepted 
it with tears in my eyes, nothing could have happened more 
fortunate—it was toe me a fountain of water in a dreary land—a re: 
freshing draught after a long through in a harvest field : the burn 
was so irritable that I could scarcely wait for the usual look and 
nod. I dare say, Mr. Nondescript, you have ate hasty pudding, 
and know of course the misery of taking it a little too hot, and the 
comfort in such cases of having plenty of cool milk at hand.— 
You know the celerity it requires to help your tongue out of the 
difficulty occasioned by a hot spoonful, and will recollect the awk- 
ward grimaces an accident of this kind produces.—You may easily 
therefore imagine my looks, and the grace with which I performed 
my partof the ceremony. I could not help it— a moments delay 
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was dangerous, and | risked the chance of being called a booby, 
for the sake of contributing a litle comfort to my par boiled sto- 
mich. And thus, Mr. N., terminated my part of the gustatory 
performance. Every one knows what must be the inconvenience 
of a barat throat, and how intolerable it must be under sucha 
msfortune to swallow any thing warm. Every dish on the table 
was lio! and high seasoned, 
“For palates grown callous almost to disease, 


Who peppers the highest, is surest to please.” 


The cook knew this, and did not care about me; he bestowed 
his pickies, peppers, and salt, liberally on every thing, and the 
consequence was, that I could taste nothing, for fear of producing 
new burns—! could not even look at a smoking dish without shed- 
ding tears. [ got along as well as I could during the two remaining 
hours of the feast—my appetite was still as keen as a saw mill’s, 
hut I could do nothing for it but at the cost of too much pain. I twas 
compelled however to keep up the appearance of eating, and nib- 
bled afl the time at a few morsels of cracker.—In health drinkings, 
however, I was very liberal. Before I went to the dinner I was 
a faithful believer in the doctrine of friend Chester, but’ by this 
time I had become a woeful backslider ; my throat called for the 
libations oftener than was genteel, but I could not forbear, I had 
the pleasure of a glass with every one at the table—they must have 
taken me fora very civil fellow—tasted all their clarets, Madeira’s, 
white wines and red wines, Porto, and Champagne. [ drank like a 


fish, but really | cannot say that I was pleased with the taste of 


any of these outlandish drinkables ; 1 took too much, Mr. Non- 
descript, I was on the eve.———Did you ever taste any of our 
back woods drinks? I declare to you I would not have given a 
gourd full of good Persimon beer, Tewahdiddle, or Methiglen, 
for all the stufi [ swallowed— So much for my dinner 
So much for the pleasures of a fashionable feast Mr. Nondescript— 








Such is the gourmand’s fate,—To day he gets his card, 

And’s fill’d with pleasing hopes, —to-morrow’s dinner, 

The next—with roasts and boils and stews he’s well surrounded. 
Then comes perchance a mess, a hot, a pepper’d mess, 
And,—when he thinks good easy man full surely, 

He’l! get a dainty morsel,—scelds his throat, 

And theu he feels as I co. 
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I fear Mr. Nondescript, you will be disposed to laugh at me, but 
really it was a serious affair—for ten days after I could not take any 
thing warm, without its bringing tears in my eyes. I had lost a 
friend,—my fellow boarders knew it, and attributed my frequent 
overflowings to extreme sensibility on that score. 

1 am almost sorry | went to this dinner ; I wish I had not made 
you foolish promises—lI shall never be able to give you a full ac- 
count of it. If I could muster a little resolution, I believe I would 
however tell you about the finger cup business—this cap’d the whole 
of my mishaps. I suppose you know it is fashionable, among very 
stylish folks, to have their servants, at some particular juncture of 
the feast, place a bowl orcup filled with water before each guest.— 
For what ?—to drink ? Ah! Mr. Nondescript, many a poor 
fellow has made the same mistake. No: forsooth to wash your 
fingers! The servant did not forget me, nay he even served me 
first,—I was at a loss what to do with it, I looked around a mo- 
ment, (it would have saved me some shame if I had taken a little 
more time,) but saw no fugleman. You know the state of my throat, 
it would not permit me to reason, I was longing for a ‘ cooling 
draught,” it was ‘at hand.” You laugh Why | knew 
one of our back-woods members, (probably the same who spells 
Congress with a K,) when once at a large dinner at the city, 
to drink actually three bowls of this same wash water before 
he discovered his mistake—and his throat too, instead of be- 
ing burnt, was as cool as acucumber. Suppose I did drink it, 
and suppose | splash’d a little of the gravy in carving the 
duck—it was as old and as tough as a weazle, trussed and cor- 
setted, as round asa rolling pin, and swimming in grease in a 
dish as big as a sugar (rough: I verily believe it was a sham,— 
a wooden nutmeg business. By the way, Mr. Nondescript, 1 am 
becoming much sharper than I was—I obtained admittance into 
the Congress library. No wonder the members can make such 
long speeches ; no wonder the folk here are so wise ; I found out 
all about the napkin nests. You may look for yourself, in page 
111, I forget the name of the book, and you will find full directions 
‘*to plait a napkin in the form of a cockle-shell—hens and chick- 
ens—two capons in a pye—a dog with a collar about his neck,” 
and many others. I have wrote them all out, and the first quilting 
or flax pulling we have after I return, I willteach sister Ruth the 
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whole mystery. I'll bet any thing [ could contrive something new 
out of a napkin that would look as much like the thing, as any in 
this Congress book. How would you like, for instance, to seea 
napkin plaited in imitation of a Possum up a gum stump? a Rac- 
koon ina hollow? a Toad under a harrow? or a Hen upon a grid- 
dle ? Let me alone, Ill go a few times more to the Library, 
and come out something yet. | may possibly write you something 
more about the dinner, I confess { was a little out of humour 
about being burnt and starved both: It may have been first chop 
to those that got any of it—every one to his liking, gustibus non est 
disputandum. Ihave several new matters to tell you—between 
you and [, is it not a shame for your ladies to go so thinly 
clad this raw weather—I was at a squeeze last night—fine fun, 
plenty of kickshaws, and nick nacks, good music and dancing, the 
girls and boys, | beg pardon the ladies and gents, all as merry as 





grigs—as full of fun as colts on a May-day, and as happy as pigs in 
peach time. | gota letter from brother Job, he’s asking a 
deal of questions about the Panama mission, &c. The bell has just 
rung for dinner, you must therefore excuse this short epistle, and 
believe me, dear Mr. Nondescript, to be, according to the fashion, 
what I hope | never will be in reality, 





Your, or any other man’s, 
Very bumble servant, 


J, OUISCONSIN. 
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MISCELLANEOUS. 








BACCHANALIAN. 


Drink, drink! there’s a ruby bright 
That lies in the cup and tints the wine— 
Weave a wreath for the brow of night, 
And stcep its leaves in the dye divine * 


Give dull ey’d care his cypress vest 
And bid him break the pedant’s rest, 
Nor dare to breathe his withering sigh 
On souls like our’s, ’till bowls are dry, 
And Bacchus shall transplant his vine 
To worlds that droop for lack of wine. 


Wine hath a charm for the sage’s eye— 


Wine hath a spell for the mourner’s sigh— 

lt smoothes the ridge on the brow of age— 

And throws a warm tint on life’s coldest page— 
It glows in sorrow, and smiles at care, 

And softens to pleasure tie fiend despair! 


Then drink, drink! there’s a ruby bright 
That lies in the cup and tints the wine— 
Weave a wreath for the brow of night, 
And steep its leaves in the dye divine ! 





IMPROMPTU 


On seeing the members all leave their seats at the commencement of a Speech. 


When Marcus speaks, a hundred members sit, 
Hang on his periods and admice his wit: 
How chang’d the scene, when Renulph takes the floor. 
Nods the tir’d Speaker in his lofty seat ; 
The House with yawns the endless spouter greet, 
Or fill the welcome pauses with a snore. 
BOB SHORT. 


————— ee 


TO CORRESPONDENTS. 








Dick to Bob came too late for insertion in this number. It shall certainly 
have a place in our next. 

Brother Job to the Back- Woodsman is also received, and will be given in our 
next number. 
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TO SUBSCRIBERS. 


Visiters who have taken this work in the City, and wish it to be 
forwarded to them when they return home, may have it transmitted 
to them by post, in the same manner as a newspaper. 

Persons at a distance wishing to subscribe, may send their orders 
to the publisher by post, inclosing a remittance of $3 for a year, in 
advance, or giving a reference to some person in the City. 


A few of the first numbers may still be had. 




















